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But fmothered it wuhiivmy panting bulke. 

Which almoft burft to belch it in tl« fca. 

Sreki A wakt you not with this forcagonie? 

Clitr.O no,my drcamc was Icngthned after Jifc> 

0 then began the tcnipeft of my loulc. 

Who paft (me thougfat)the melancholy flood, 

W'lth that grim femman which Poets write of, 

Vnto the kingdome of perpetuall night .* 

The firft that there did grecte my Granger foulc, 

Was my great father in law, renowned Warwick, 

> Who cried aloud, what fcourgefor periurte 
Can this darke monarchieafford falfe Clarence ? 

And lo he vanilht ; Then came wandhng by, 

A Qiadow like an Angcll,in bright hairc, 

Dadled in blood,and he fqueakt out aloud, 

Clarenceis comc,falfc,flccting,periurd Clarence I 
That ftabd me in the field by T exwburic ; 

Seaze on himfurics,tafcc him to your torments. 

With that me thoughta legion offoulc fiends 
Enuironed me about, and howled in mine cares, 
Juchhidious crics,that with the very noife, 

1 trcrabiingjwakt,andfor afeafon after. 

Could not beleeue but that I was in hell, 

Such terrible impreflion made the dreame. 

Brokj No marucll(my Lord)though it affrighted you 
I prbmifc you, I am afraid to heareyou tell it. 

Brokenburie, I hauc done thofc things. 
Which now bcarccuidenceagaihft my foulc, 

For Edv/ards fakc,and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper ftay by me, 

My foule is hcauie,and 1 fainc would fleepe. 

will(myLord) Godgiucyourgracegood reft 
Sorrow breakes feafonsjabd rcpofing how ers 
Makes the night morningjand the noonetidc night. 
Princes hauc but their tiles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inw ard toylc : 

And for vnfelt imagination, 

They often feele a world of roftlclfe c arcs : 

So that betw ixt your titles,and low names, 


' of R ichard the Thftd. 

I There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

|‘ Themurtperers enter, ' ' 

In Gods name what are you,and how came you hither j 
t jjAvJwouldfpeake with Clarcnce,& I came hither on my 

i' j?r(?,Yea,areyefbbricfc? (legs, 

' 'M 2. Exe. O fir, it is better behriefe then tedious, 

fe Shew him our Commiflion, talke no more. He readeth it, 

Bro. I am in this commanded to deliucr 
|v The nobl5? Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

I I will n ot tifafon what is meant thereby 

Becaufc r will be guilt Iclfe of the meaning ; 

Heere are the key esjthere fits the Duke a fleepe ; 

He to his Maieftie and certi fie his Grace, 

That thus I hauc refignd my place to you, 
i?Av.Dofb,itisapoyntofv\iC:domc, 
a^.Whatfliallwcftabhimasheflecpes? 

1 . Nq, then he will lay twas donecowardly 

' when he wakes. 

, 3. When he wakes. 

Why foole he fliall neuerwake tilkheiudgementday, 

I. VVhy then he will lay we ftabd him fleeping. 

3. The vrging of that word iudgement,hath bred 
kind ofremorfe in me. 

1. What art thou afraid? 

2 . Not to kill him hailing awarrant for it,butto be daaind 
I For killing him,from which no warrant can defend vs 

i.Backeto theDukeofGloftcr, tellhimfo. 

2 . 1 pray thee ftay a while,! hope my holy, humour will 
Change, twas wont to hold me but while onc would tell.xx 
I . How' doll thou feele thy klfe now ? rme 

3. Faith Wcertainedrcgsofconfcicnccareyetwithin 
. **RemcmbcrGurrewar(Pwhenthcdeedisdon& 

3.Zoundshedies.Ihadforgotthcrcward. 

1. Where isthyconlcicncenow ? 

2 . In the Duke of Gloffcrs purfe. 
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